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slightly of wet grass. Turgis, shivering a little, not with
cold, but from excitement, never gave these things a
thought, but nevertheless he noticed them. He noticed
everything that night. The least thing, a shadow
moving on a curtain, a boy's whistle far down the road,
stood out clearly, rammed itself home. At No. 2 some-
body was playing the piano, and he recognised the very
piece; he had heard it many a time at the pictures.

He stood outside the gate. There was a light up there.
She was in, that was certain. Someone might be with
her, but he would have to risk that. He did not care
very much now if there was somebody there, for he could
go up and say something. He waited a moment

Then, as he waited, he was suddenly visited by an
impulse to go away, to drop it all then and there and
never to think about the girl again, He felt for a second
as if he had only to turn on his heel and wfalk straight
forwards until he reached the top of the street, just the
top of the street, that was all, and he wras free and a
different kind of fellow, stronger and happier. It wras
almost as if a voice whispered sharply in his ear:
"Come on. Have done with it. Come away, now."
There was a cold emptiness somewhere in his stomach.
He wasn't well. He could easily have cried. If that
light up there had suddenly vanished from the window,
he could have turned away without regret. The faint
crimson glow remained, however, and he could not leave
it now for a safe but empty world.

Once again, he passed the broken statue of the little
boy playing with two large fishes, climbed the steps be-
tween the two peeling pillars, and carefully rang the
bell marked 4A. When nobody seemed to hear it, he
remembered what had happened before, and tried the